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c mjwc*j-MBgL,ear. 

why Glofler,giofler , id’e fpeake with the Duke of CornewaS, and 
his wife . 

G7<?y?. I my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would fpeake with firnewal, the dearfefatc, 
Would with the daughter fpeake, come and tends. feruife, 

The fieri e Duke, tell the hot Duke thatL^r, 

Mobutnotyct may be he is not well, 

Infirmitie doth flill negleft all office, where to our health 
Is bond, we are not our fellies, when nature being oprefl 
Comand the mind to fuffer with the bodie ile forbeare. 

And am fallen outwith my more hedier will, 

To take the indifpos d and fickly fit, for the found man. 

Death on my ftate, wherfore fhouldhe fit here ? 

This aft perfwades me, that this remotion of the Duke 
Is prattife,only giue me my feruant forth, (Setter 
Tell the Duke and's wife, lie fpeake with them 
Now prefently, bid them come forth and heare me, 

Or at their chamber doore ile beat the drum, 

Till it cry fleepeto death. 

' Glofi . I w r ouldhaue all well betwixt you# 

Lear. O my heart, my heart. 

Teste. Cry to it Nunckle,as the Coknay did to the eeles,when 
fhe put vm it h paft aliue, flie rapt vm ath coxcombs with a flick, 
and cryed do wne wantons downe,twas herbrother,thatinpurc 
kindnes to his horfe buttered his hay. 

Enter Du\c and Regan. 

Lear . Good morrow to you both. 

Dnke. Hayle to your Grace. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your highnes. 

Lear. Regan I thi nice you are, I know what reafon 
I haue to thinke fo, if thou fhouldft not be glad, 

I would deupfe me from tliy mothers fruit, 

Sepulchring an adultrefFe, yea are you free ? 

Some other time for that. Beloued Regan, 

Thy filler is naught, oh Regan (lie hath ty ed, 

Sharpe tooth’d vnkindnes, like a vulture heare, 

I can fcarce fpeake to thee, thout notbeleeue, 

Ofhow deptoued a quaUtie^ O Regan* 
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william Shakespeare King Lear (stc 22292 ) London, 


rtheMBotie of King Liar, 

Rmr. I pray fir take patience, I haue hope 
You lefife know how to value her defert, 

Then the to flacke her dutie. 

Lear, My curlles on her. 

Reg. O Sir you are old, (fine, 

Nature on you ftand.es on the very verge of her con- 
You ihould be rul’d andledbyfome difcretion. 

That difeernes your ftate better the you your fclfc, 
Therfore I pray that to our filler, you do make returne. 
Say you haue wrong d her Sir? 

Lear. Aske her forgiuenes, 

Doe you markehow this becomes the houfe, 

Deare daughter, I confefle that I am old, 

Arre is vnneceftarie.on my knees I beg, 

That you’l vouchfafe me rayment, bed and food. 

Reg. Good fir no more, thefe are vnfightly tricks, 
Returneyou to my filler. 

Lear. No Regan, 

She hath abated me of halfe my traine, 

Looktblacke vpon me, ftrooke mce with her tongue 
Moll Serpentdike vpon the very heart, (top. 

All the (lord vengeances of heauen fall on her ingrartui 
Strike her yong bones, you taking ayrs with lamenes. 

‘Duke. Fie fie fir. 

You nimble lightnings dartyour blinding liames, ■ 
Into her fcornfull ey es, infc ft her beautie. 

You Fen fuckt fogs, drawne by the powrefull Sunne, 
To fall and blaft her pride. 

Reg. O thebleft Gods/o will you wifh on me, 

When the ralh mood— . 

Lear No Re^rt, thou (halt neuer haue my curfe, 
The teder hefted nature thall not giue the ore (burne 
To har{hnes,her eiesare fierce.but thine do cofort & net 
Tis not in thee to grudgeiny plcafures, to cut oft my 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, (traine, 

And inconclufion,to oppofc the bolt 
A^ainft my coming in, thou better knowelr, 

The offices of nature, bond of child-hood, 
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